z%th November, 1927.     (From the diary of Mary
Charles.)
I did not write up my diary yesterday because
E. was away all day at his first tiger shoot, and,
when he got back last night, we sat and talked about
it. I was very much amused by it all; but he seems to
have been rather exasperated. He promised to write
it all up for some magazine, some day: I must keep
him up to this. I believe he has been writing to-day,
but what he writes for himself isn't always too
publishable, and it would be a pity to waste yester-
day's story, for really the incident of the day must
have been very, very funny. What an odd country
we live in, where, in order to get promotion, a man
must be a first-class shot ... or better and safer
still, a first-class bluffer.
I wish I could have been there, but with a baby
coming I suppose elephant riding would not be
very sensible. I'm full of respect, somehow, for Mrs*
M------as a wife, at least. Old Mr. M------, C.I.E.,
or GS.L, or whatever it is, would never have got
where he has without her pushing and prodding and
shoving and kicking. What a woman! and yet, no
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